Pathan and Mogul and the Rajput clans.

All clamorous with the brazen throats of war

And spitting smoke and fire. The bullets rang

Upon the rocks, but in their place unhurt.

Sheltered by tree and rock, the silent grim

Defenders waited, till on root and stone

The confident high-voiced triumphant surge

Began to break, to stumble, then to pause,

Confusion in its narrowed front* At once

The muskets clamoured out, the bullets sped.

Deadly though few; again and yet again,

And some of the impetuous faltered back

And some in wrath pressed on; and while they swayed

Poised between flight and onset, blast on blast

The volleyed death invisible hailed in

Upon uncertain ranks. The leaders fell,

The forward by the bullets chosen out,

Prone or supine or leaning like sick men

O'er trees and rocks, distressed the whole advance

With prohibition by the silent slain.

So the great onset failed. And now withdrawn

The generals consulted, and at last

In slow and ordered ranks the foot came on?

An iron resolution in their tread,

Hushed and deliberate. Far in the van,

Tall and large-limbed, a formidable array,

The Pathan infantry; a chosen force,

[9]